Nightmares 


Author: Lpgw4b 

Bands: Children of Bodom 

Characters: Alexi Laiho, Janne Wirman 
Relationships: V/A 

Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Gen] 


Updated: Mon Jul 02 2018 0913:52 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


Nightmares 


Author's Notes: 
Have horrible nightmares, always have, but this one from last night is really sticking with me. Hoping that 
putting it in story form will help get it out of my head.. 


How long had he been here? 
Too long. 

Why was everything bloody? 
Should be obvious. 


He was being moved, no matter how much he struggled and screamed. Moved towards that place. He could 
glimpse something..no, someone laying there. Blood was everywhere, but he didn't hear any screams except his 
own. Was it dead? Again, correction: was that person dead? As he was carried closer, he could see bloody 
stumps where legs should be, blood bathing the table. He renewed his fruitless struggles, screaming loudly, 
tears streaming down the sides of his face, mouth contorted grotesquely. It had been that way for awhile. 


He was hefted into place on the table just as the other person was moved away. The face he dreaded, dreaded 


but couldn't see, loomed over him, standing at his feet. He kept screaming, begging. 


"Your body shouldn't feel too much. It should be used to pain" The faceless voice said in a calm baritone, 


betraying no emotion and no sympathy. 


Plastic was being pulled up from his ankles, over his body. Like a bag. He was frozen somehow, unable to stop 
it from happening, mouth still open in a silent scream as the bag covered more and more of him. It came up 


over his stomach, chest..head. 


All of a sudden the air was being vacuumed out. He was being sealed in, like a pre-packaged meal. The plastic 
closed in around him, leaving no space between his skin and its oppressive stickiness. His air was cut off. His 


mouth was still open in a scream. He would die. 

The voice moved around to his side, closer. Explaining that there would be no escaping this time. He would run 
out of oxygen, watched like an insect in a display case. He would die in this dim place of terror. The man told 
him: he would be put in a room, left there, until his body began to decay. He was moved into the room, vision 
dimming. There was another body here, of a younger boy, decaying already. 

"You're nothing but a piece of a river that decided to hit reset." Were the last words to hit his ears. 

Youre nothing but a part of a river that decided to hit reset.. 
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Alexi woke up with a start, a scream dying in his chest along with the horrible sense of dread as he lived back 
each second of the dream in fast-forward The need to scream was brief, but the sickening horror would stick 


around. 


"Alexi?" An arm snaked out to pull him back under the covers. Alexi let it happen, but he didn't really hear 
anything. 


"Don't worry, I'll fall back asleep." He muttered in what he hoped was a voice happy enough not to invite 


questions. 
"Do that." Janne answered groggily. 


Do that, Alexi repeated to himself like a mantra, as if it could somehow take away whatever he'd see the next 


time he closed his eyes. 


